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Satire should like a polish’d razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen.—Lapy MonTacve. 


* Political Pasquinades and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones,) of Political History. They supply information as to the person and habits, 
often as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere.’’—Croxer’s New Wnic Guipe. 
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Wo. 98. ries ___ SATURDAY, OCTOBER 19, 1833. (Price One Penny 
A NEW POLITICAL DRAMA. Scene I. Whe Park. 
Ever anxious to oblige a public to whom we owe so much Enter Wellington, King of the Tories. 
gratitude, we have this week the pleasure to present to them Well.—V1l Distaffina seek, though in my way 
another of those political dramas, which have added so much A dozen Broughams stood in fierce array, 


Place I am sure was only meant for Tories, 
Whigs have enough to do to abuse its glories. 


Sone. Wellington. 


Hope told a flattering tale 

The Whigs could do no harm, 
That bribery would avail 

In place to keep me warm. 


to the fame of this periodical. But avaunt vile prologue! Let 
us come at once to the piece, which we announce to prevent 


eset 


| further impatience, as 
| BOMBASTES FURIOSO, 
for one of the principal situations in which the refreshing Sey- 


mour has furnished the annexed caricature, which we are fully 

The flatterer’s not yet gone, 
But urges me still on. 

| The mania for Reform is o’er, 

Whigs are popular no more. 


Scene Il. Inside of St. James’s. 
Enter Distafina. 


This morn, as sleeping on my bed I lay, 
I dream’t (and morning dreams come true they say) 
Some ministerial changes came abeut, 
‘hat Tories all came in, and Whigs went out. 
| BSS GaN a S| Then I resoly’d to cut a mighty dash, 
BSS RRS SNS ot oe) ae oe But lo! [ could not get supplies of cash ; 
BAS \N Es IY SC | , ; 
NWS SN iia NV And then the Tory chief, the coward elf, 
Sneak’d off, and left me (horror !) to myself! 


Enter Wellington, 
And pray, Sir, who are you, I’d wish to know ? 
Well.—Perfection’s self, oh! smooth that angry brow, 
For love of you indeed I stop in town, 
To watch the safety of your head—your crown. 
Distafina.—Vellow, your paltry offer I despise, 
The mighty Brougham’s the counsellor I prize. 


warranted in denominating a new triumph of the human in- 
tellect. 





The following is a list of the characters :— Well.—Ab\ yet he’s but s Baron |. P'm & Doke 
Arraxomixous (King of the Tories) the Duke of Wellington, Distafina.—That gives the matter quite another look, 
GENERAL Bompastes by Lord Brougham. My dream comes true, and I shall see no donbt 


Distarsina by William tie IV th. The Tories in, the wretched Whigs turn’d out. 


F en 
Vou. II W- Molineux, Printer, 13, Relis Buildings, Fetter Lane. 
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Well_—Here on my knees, I kiss your hand, and now 
I swear, and there’s no humbug in the vow, 
i ith you to stop unless yourself grows cool, 
Fix’d as once E Idon was upon the wool. 
ar as I bestow my hand, 
So ion as you rete to yourself will stand, 
So long I’m yours. 
Well.—Are then my wishes crown’d ? 
Distaf.—Of course they are, I’ve turn’d completely round, 
Let liberal fools to W higs their favours yield, 
Tories for me—the Duke against the field. 


Distaffina goes to the Treasury door and brings out a purse 
which Wellington accepts. 

Well.—Were place the most perplexing thing on earth, 
One taste of this would give it matchless worth, 
Through all my veins I feel a genial glow, 

It warms my heart. 

Brougham (without. )—Oh! Distaffina, oh! 

Well—Heard you that voice ? 

Distaf. —QOh yes, ’tis what’s his name, 
The Chancellor—send him packing as he came. 

Well.—Anud is it he—and doth Vaux hither come ¢ 
Ah me! my terror almost strikes me dumb. 

Where shall [ go? say whither shall I fly, 
Hide me from his sarcastic searching eye. 

How shall I stand beneath the indignant throes 
Of passion, emblem’d in his quivering nose ¢ 

Distaf.—The Duke afraid ! Surely I’m in a dream here, 
He’s only Chancellor—you’ve been a Premier. 

Wellington sneaks into a closet. 





Enter Brougham. 


Brougham.—Kind Distaftina, by my place I vow, 
Place got—I think I needn’t tell you how: 
By all the risks my fearless soul hath run— 
Tories and Radicals, whom both I shun— 
By the great bunch of laurels on my brow, 
And by the Penny Mag. (which don’t sell now), 
I greet thine hand with an official kiss— 
Brimestone and Belzebub! whose hat is this ? 

Seeing the hat of Wellington which he had thrown down 
when kneeling. 

Distaf.—Oh bless your silly brains, why should you dread 
A hat that don’t belong to ne’er a head. 
Brougham.—A hat and not a head, then it I’m sure is 
The property of one of those curs’d Tories ; 
Whoe’er it is, Pll run the caititf through. 
WF ell.— (Coming out lle our most obedient. 

how d’ye do ? 

What means all this g it seems a pretty go! 
Well.—W hat it all means indeed, I bardly know. 
Distaf.—yY ou hardly know ? this is a pretty joke— 

Are all your promises of firmness broke, 
Well.—I do repent me, and I now restore 

Office to Brough’m! Ill never take it more, 

Nor in the House ’gainst Jiberal measures rave, 

But I will rest content with what I have. 
Brougham.—But V'll hold place no more ; it is no fun 

If it’s to be transferred to any one. 

Into the house I'll bring a precious Bill, 

My pockets in retirement to fill. 

Then Pll resign; and to enjoy it try, 

Since permanence of place is—all my eye. 

As Brougham is going out, Distaffina takes hold of the 
skirt of his coat to detain him ; and this is the pathetic 
situation in the piece which Seymour (the buoyant ) has 
selected to illustrate. 





Trio. Oh! lady fair. 


Distaf.—Oh! Brougham, where! where are you going @ 
What I shall do there is no knowing. 


Brougham.—I go, 1 go, all salary scorning, 
And I'll resign before the moruing. 


Well.—Whigs ne’er were found their salary scorning. 
He wo'nt resign before the morning. 


Brougham.—I go, I go, &e. 
Distafina.—Heigho! heigho, &c. 
Wellington.—Whigs ne’er were found, &e. 


Exit Brougham, dragging out Distafina and Wellington. 


ScenE III. The Park. 
Enter Bombastes. 
ground, 





AI 
My place brings me plenty of drads,* 
My office is wondrously high, 
I’m attack’d both by Tories and Rads, 
But both Tories and Rads I defy. 
For pay cheers the wretchedest lot, 


And of pay I’ve a pretty good share, 
Let my character e’en go to pot, 
While I’ve plenty of cash I don’t care. 
Alack! alack! alack! and well a day, 
That men in office ever should give way, 
| That ministers should from their places fly, 
| But many have, and so, and so—won’t I. 
No; Pll stop in; but I will vent my rage, 
| And with the wicked Tories war will wage. 
| ( Takes out a pocket book and writes, repeating ) 
| ‘* Whoever dare the Whigs displace, 
| Must meet Lord Brougham face to face.” 
| Thus do I challenge aj] the Tory race. 

(retires. 
| Enter Wellington. [me with a threat? 
| Well. (seeing the challenge )—Ha! does the caitiff mock 
| I’]! do my best then to capsize him yet. 

Brougham (coming ave heard upon St. 
A stupid member for an hour jaw, [Stephen’s floor, 
| Aud leave the house no wiser than before. 
| 
i 
| 





Well.—So I have heard upon St. Stephens floor, 
A Whig talk liberalism with eclat, 
Then say just the reverse of what he’d said before. 


Brougham.—Am I then mocked 4 Now by my fame I 
[ swear— 
Well.—Saidst thou thy fame ? the oath is rather queer. 
Brougham—No matter what I swear by—forth my sword. 
There, sir, take that. 
Well,—I'm dead, upon my word. 

Brougham.—Well, peace be with him, for his wretched 
| 171] thus commemorate upon his tomb :-— [ doom 
| ‘‘ Here lies a Tory out of place who would 

Have kept in otlice longer—if he could.” 
(Curtain falls. ) 

The preceding drama shows at one view the weak wavering 
of William the 1Vth, the shrewd knavery of Brougham, and 
the foiled attempt of Wellington to regain his lost influence. 
The denouement brings us to his political death, but it is hoped 


he will not follow the example of the original and come to life 


ee ee 


Cees 
again. 


* Brads, in the very vulgar tongue, moneu. 
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THE INTERPRETER. 





Horrible Depravity of the Times. 


Marcatre.—Mr. Hunter the brewer committed suicide by cutting his 
throat on Wednesday last. It is said his affairs were in a bad way. Ver- 
dict felo de se. The Commissioners of the Harbour have determined on 
rebuilding the jetty in a superior style, so as to stand the shock of any 
future hurricanes, and afford a pleasant promenade for the public. 


Times of last Twesday. 

It is not often that our venerable contemporary the Times, 
attempts to treat its readers with a piece of wit, and when it 
does venture something in the facetious way, it is generally a 
joke about as venerable as the paper itself, and as well known 
as the establishment. But this week has been productive of a 
most rare phenomonon, a bit of original broad humour in the 
Times ne wspaper. Unhappily, however, the wit of our antique 
coutemporary is alloyed by an association with the exhibition 
of a cold-bloodedness, almost unparalelled in the most barba- 
rous period of our history. Yes, we say it with shame, our 
contemporary, (for such we must unfortunately allow him to 
be,) has been brutally merry on the subject of a most lament- 
able event, in fact, has, for the sake of what he calls wit, tacked 
some of the coarsest ribaldry on the subject of Margate Pier, to 
a most distressing account of asuicide. ‘That contrast is a prinei- 
ple of humour we admit, but at the price of such an unfeeling 
display as that we have exposed, who would not dispense 
with the clumsy faceti@ of our cold-blooded contem- 
porary. We would proceed with our flagellation of the enor- 
mity further, but we remember Martin’s act, and in castigating 
the Zimes naturally recoil from going too far, for, alas! there is 
a clause which renders penal the offence of cruelty to jackasses. 


A very great unknown. 

I deem it imperative on me not only to disclaim being the Mr. Farren 
who spoke on the oceasion alluded to (a meeting against the Assessed 
Taxes), but also to declare that I should think it incompatible with the 
Station I fill to attend a political mecting of any description whatever. 
GeEORGE Farren.—Evtract from an Advertisement in the Temes. 

Who the deuce is this Mr. Farren, who finds it worth his 
while to pay his money to the Times to let the world know he’s 
not the other Mr. Farren. What on earth can the man’s station 
be to place himself in such a comfortable superiority to all 
political meetings. Thank heaven the world can go on without 
him, and therefore his lofty station is not a matter of such 
awful moment to the oy 


GLOUCESTERIANA.—No. 57. 


Higgins and the Duke having spent half of the shilling al- 
lowed to each of them for their dinner, were rambling the 
other day with hungry mouths about the neighbourhood of St. 
Giles’s, and were proceeding to Cann’s noted Soup House, 
where they invariably go when short of cash, to obtain, in the 
strong language of the proprietor of the establishment, ‘ 4 
devilish good dinner for two-pence halfpenny.” Proceeding 
leisurely in the direction of this their favourite rendezvous, 
they were suddenly attracted by the following announcement 
in the window of a shop, where were displayed a square of 
Windsor soap, a pot of pomatum, anda dirty nail brush, ‘ Hadr 
elegantly cut and dressed. Charge only 4d.” After conning 
it over with an air of incredulity for nearly two hours and a- 
half, the Duke exclaimed, “ Higgins, this is indeed a find— 
here is a place to get dinner,—at all events during the game 
secason—for we can have hare elegantly cut, (tit bits I sup- 
pose, ) and dressed, for ouly four-pence.” They instantly made 
for the Joutique, ce ordered with great pomp, ‘‘ a plate of 
hair for one, with knives and forks for two.” ‘The proprietor 
of the shop, who having nothing to do in his business, was of 
course not in the best of humours, considered the Duke’s order 
as an ill-timed and unfeeling joke, and therefore kicked out 
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| both master and aid-de-camp, with a vehemence, which to this 


—_ eee 


hour is to them quite unintelligible. They both agreed the 
man must be insane, to write up “Hair elegantly cut and 
dressed—charge only 4d.,” and then fly iu a furious passion 
with a customer coming in to have a bit. 





ee 


BREVITIES. 
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‘¢ Brevity is the soul of wit.’’—Shakspeare. 


Epigram 
(On Gloucester’s intellect.) 
If it may certainly be call'd a rule, 
It needs a man that’s wise to make a fool. 
Gloucester’s dull Duke, the honest truth to tell, 
Most other men in wisdom must excel, 


The force of Habit. 

The Queen of Spain, in a manifesto stating the principles on 
which she intends carrying on the government, declares against 
innovations, and says, **the best form of government for a 
country is that to which it has been accustomed.” Perhaps 
so—on the same principle that skinning alive is good for eels, 
because they are used to it. 


A&A Misnomer: 

According to Lindley Murray, one would class Philpotts as 
the proper name of the Bishop of Exeter; but when we con- 
sider the treputation it bears, Philpotts is a name none can 
cousider to be a very proper one, 

The Soft of the Sex. 

By a new act respecting the law of inheritance, “‘ every word 
importing the masculine gender only is to be applied to a female 
as well as toa male.” ‘This is not quite new; for Lord Eldon 
though spoken of as he, has always been looked upon in politics 
as nothing but an old woman. 


Good News for Diners out. 

Lords Kenyon and Winchelsea are delighted at the duty 
being taken off soda water, since they expect to be brought to, 
every morning, at a cheaper rate than heretofore. 

The light Subject. 

The Government, having threatened to proceed rigorously 
against those who refused. to pay the Assessed Taxes , has 
offered to them a remission of one fourth. This at least may 
be called, giving them some quarter. 


Disreputable Knowledge. 
Considering the character of Wynford, it is 
creditable thing to know Best. 
A long Winder. 
Scarlett’s speeches are said to be often of no moment; but 
this his impatient auditors deny, since to their cost they find 
his harrangues not ouly of | ene momenta, but sometimes hours. 


not always a 


THEATRICALS. 


Drury Lane and Covent Gardev have been the scene of 
sundry horrors and mutilations, in the shape of revolting melo- 
dramas, and mangled tragedies, in one of which poor old Mrs. 
Sloman has been ‘shoved foith, she having been raked up ex- 
pressly from the provinces, where for the last six years it has 
been her fate to vegitate. ‘To suppose that this elderly female, 
who was thought nothing of when last she played in London, 
should be more attractive with a weight of seventy-two months 
more added to her antiquity, is an idea at once impudent and 
preposterous.—Our indignation has been marvellously excited 
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by a paid paragraph in the papers attributing to Bunn the 
authorship of My Neighbour’s Wife,as if the pigmy mana- 
ger were capable of writing any thing but an order to the 
theatre. In the first place Bunn had no hand in the thing 
which is Beazley’s, and in the next place it is a literal transla- 
tion of a French piece, not one word being altered from the 
Original. So much for Bunn’s authorship—but we understand 
the very first money taken at the doors of Drury Lane was 
consigned to the newspaper offices to puff off Bunn as a man of 
talent, and the three pounds taken at the pit doors (the rest 
being all orders) were instantly invested in a little reputation 
for the insignificant manager, After our exposition, however, 
he of course stands even in a more contemptible situation than 
heretofore. Old mother Ca@leste, who facetiously styles her- 
self Mademoiselle in the play bills, has been introduced in the 
plenitude of her distortions upon the Drury Lane boards in the 
character of Fenella in Jlasaniello. The overwhelming smash 
her pretensions on a former occasion received at our hands, 
renders it unnecessary for us te use our precious tomahawk 
upon the present occasion. We, however, refer with pride to 
No. 32 of Figaro, published on the 4th of August, 1832, when 
we impaled Celeste in a manner that caused a sensation from 
one end of the kingdom to the other—a sensation of which the 
reverberation is still felt by some of the humblest inhabitants 
of even the most remote provinces. All our readers who wish 
for a repetition of a rich treat must refer to our 32nd number. 
Warde, Abbott, and Miss Jarman have, we are glad to say, 
returned to the Victoria, where they were much wanted, for 
though Egerton like other rarities of the season, is a most de- 
lectable treat now and then, yet toujours Egerton is a dish 
that palls upon the satiated appetite. Nore admire more than 
we do the smooth composing style of the almost venerable 
lessee, but, to say the truth, he was beginning to become a 
decided bore by his repeated exhibitions at the Victoria. On 
Monday we witnessed a production called Margaret’s Ghost, 
which is from that fountain of rubbish, Fitzball’s inkstand. 
Such a set out as it was, it would be cruel to describe, for our 
readers would be in the arms of Morpheus at the very first 
paragraph, and the united snore of our myriads of subscribers 
might have a dangerous effect on the peace of the metropolis. 
Mrs. Egerton enacted the heroine, but the author had given her 
nothing to do, but howl, rave, laugh, attitudinize and hiccup, 
in a manner which would have made us involuntarily call out 
steward, had we heard the noisome sound on board of a steam- 
packet. Such a melange of filth, horror and vulgarity, never 
was presented before, it included a ghost in white muslin, and 
our old friend Selby, whose delightful inefficiency as an actor 
is one of the mest refreshing treats conceivable. ‘ Hatremes 
meet,” and Selby’s most luxuriant failure is more charming 
than any of whatare called respectable performances. But what 
pen shall dare to picture forth a being named W. Vining, who 
wanders about the Victoria stage by night, in a state of torpid 
toni-foolery, almost approaching to the terrible. Gracious 
heavens! such an utter absence of brain, was never before 
dignified with the title of humanity. Such a thorough lack of 
all capacity, mental and physical, ought to have long ago 
secured for Mr. W. Vining, that thorough obscurity in which 
alone it is even possible that he can be respected. Publicity 
hurts him— his ** best virtue,” will be as Iago says, ‘‘ to keep 
unknown.” Let him court the fogs of insignificance, and wrap 
himself very closely in the mists of privacy! Enough of Mar- 
garet’s Ghost, which abounds in the dullest of taradiddles. 
For instance, a man falls off a rock into the sea, and the cry is, 
‘‘ bring a glass of water.” The idea of calling for a glass of 
water for a man whose brains may be knocked out! but doubt- 
less in the estimation of poor Fitzball the author, milk and 
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water and brains may be about synonymous. The proprietors 
cannot do better than lay their ghost—on the shelf immediately. 
Knowles’s engagement is the best thing they have done yet ; 
we shall ona future occasion do justice to this great man’s 
talent and disinterestedness, ina GRAND EULOGiuM!!! 

There is an admirable new piece called Grace Huntley just 
brought out at the Adelphi, in which the scenery is most effec- 
tive, while the acting of Mrs. Yates, Yates, O’Smith, Reeve, 
and Buckstone is most excellent. This house deserves its success, 
and so does the piece mentioned, which is by a young gentleman 
named Holl, who used to play as Master Holl a year ago at 
Covent Garden. He is about five and twenty, but the assump- 
tion of the title of Master he thought, used to give an interest 
to his performances, and certainly nothing else did, if that 
didn’t! The gout for juvenility is nothing new at Covent 
Garden, and if old one Kemble at near seventy would insist on 
playing Romeo, he could not object to Holl, who was only five 
and twenty, playing under the title of Master. 

The Strand is closed by order of the Lord Chamberlain, 
This is one of Bunn’s nasty tricks of course—he may thank his 
stars this week, that we have no room to give it him, but he’l] 
get it next week he may depend upon it. The Duke of Devon- 
shire has acted unfairly also. Why was Mrs. Waylett allowed 
to keep the house open, if the same privilege is not allowed to 
Wrench and Russell? We'll sce into it. 

The ever fortunate Buckstone has added another to his list 
of excellent pieces, by the production of Uncle John on Tues- 
day last, of which the success was unequivocal. It is most 
amusing throughout, and is written with the point and spirit, 
so common in this very clever dramatist. ‘The acting of Farren 
as Uncle John is a rich treat, and Strickland has a part also 
which he plays in a manner deserving our warmest praise, which 
is, (as every body knows,) a sure passport to fame and fortune. 
We have spoken the word, and Strickland will get on rapidly. 
We wish Mr. Morris would not allow Mr. Anderson so many 
orders for his friends, who being a low and ruffianly set, some- 
times disturb the tranquillity of the audience. On Tuesday 
night a person in the pit ventured to dissent from the repetition 
of one of Mr. Anderson’s songs, (awfully perpetrated,) when 
the dissentient was attacked by some forty or fifty ruffians near 
him, who seemed to evince a most interested appreciation of the 
efforts of the vocalist. Mr. Morris will find his theatre suffer, 
if every wretched performer is permitted to bully down by 
brute violence, such persons as cannot be brought to applaud 
miserable ineficiency. The hint will, we hope, suffice. Miss 
E, Paton increases in attraction, and the audiences we are glad 
to hear, are every night numerous, 





TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


Having been much annoyed by having the Editorship of the Comic 
Magazine attributed to him, Figaro in London begs it to be understood 
that for many months he has had no concern in the conduct of that 
periodical. He pow and then furnishes an article, but merely as an 
occasional contributor, and is answerable for nothing appearing without 
his name in that periodical, 
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